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The T raved j 

Ifewinne our ancient light in D-x^againe, 

Or dye a fouldier as I liu’d a King, 

Glo. Short funamers likely haue a forward fpringf 
Enter young Torkf Jrlaftings jCardinall. , 

S»r.lSlow in good time,heerc comes the Duke of York 
Prin.Richard of Torke how fares onr noble brother : . 1 
Tor, YV ell .my deare Lord : fo mu ft I call yon now,.. 
PriM.l .Brother to our griefe , as.it is your$ : • 
Toolaite he died that might haue kept this Title^ ^ 
Whichby Iris death hath loft much maiefly, * 
Glo. HqW faires our coufen noble Lord of T.orj^, 

Tor. T thanke you gentle Vncle ; O my Lord ,, 

, You fiiyl that idle weeds are fa ft in growth ; ; 

ovJr- The Prince my brother hath ouergrowne medarre. 

Cflo. Hee hath my Lord 7”’ 

Ter. And therefore is he idle ? 

Glo. Oh-myfaire coufen/ muft not fay fo . • 

Tor. Then he is more beholding to you then I, 

Glo. He may command me a s my foueraigne. 

But you haue power in me as in a kinfman. 

Tor. I pray you vncle giue me this Dagger.” 

G lo. My Dagger little coufen, withall my heart, 

Prin. A begger brother ? , 

Tor. Ofmykind Vncle that T know will giue > 

And being but a toy which is nogift, togijje, - ' 

C^^A greater gift then that fiegiuemy coufen. 

Tor, ’A greater gift , O thats the Sr^ord to in. 

Glo. 1 gentle coufen,were it lighrenough. 

T or. O then 1 lee you will part but with light gifts/ 

2d weightier things youle fay a begger nay* • 

Git. It is to weighty for your grace to wcare* 

Tor. I weigh it lightly wereitheauier. 

Glo, What-would you haue my weapon little Lord* 

T or * I would that I might thinke you as you call me* 
Glo. How ? Torke, Little. 

Prin. My L* oj Torke wi Ihftiil be crofle in talke : 
yncle your grace knowes howto bearewith him- 
? y*You meane tobeare me , not to bearewith me; 

V fide, my brother mockes both youand me, 
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%‘^vith w£ tarpeprouW h e r«(bn S , 

T m idgatc the fcorne he gtucs his vude, 
i ep retely and aptly mntsWelfe : 

Scanning and fo young is wonderfully^ 

' ri a Mv Lo* wilt pleaie you paffeaiong - 

r . VCU r mother, to intreat of nei 
t mte/vou at the Towcr.and weftome you. 

T °,”vVhMwilCyougovntothcTowerffly-totd. 

y,,„.My Loud protcac^ill haucitfo. A 

k, .Khali not fleepe in quiet at the lower. 
r,h. Whv, what fhould you reare • , 

Hr. Many my vncle angry ghoflt 

Mvgranamtold me, he was murdred -» 

Prin.i feare novnclesdead* 

(?/(?.Nor none chat liue, I hop's « ' 

Tm. And ifthey liue,I hope Ineed not feate. 

Butcome my Lord, with a heauy heart 

Thinke you my L. this little prating Torke, 

Was not incenced by his fubtile mother. 

To taunt and fcorne you thus opprobrioufiy . 

Glo. No doubt,no doubt, O tis a perlous boy, 

r.old,quicke,ingenious,forward,capable. 

He is all the mothers from the top to the toe* 

Buc. Well let them reft: come hither Catesby ■, 

Thou art fworn as deeply toeffed what wemtend^ 

As clofely to conceale what we impart. 

Thou knoweft our reafons vrgd ypon the ways 
W bat thinkeft thoulis it not an eafie matter 
To make William ablings of our nmnd 2 
Fonhe inftalment of this nobleDuke, 

In the feate reyallof this famous lie ? 

Cat. He for his fathers fake fo loues the Prince, 

That he will not be wonne to ought againft him. 

Bhc* What .thiukeft thou then of Stanley will he ? 
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